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ToG. 


IN  CARNA. 

Sometimes  among  these  stony  silent  places, 

When  long  gleams  tremble  through  the  quietude 

Upon  the  sea-stained  rags  and  wind-worn  faces 
Of  this  poor  folk,  through  some  ancestral  mood 
I  feel  the  shades  of  ancient  splendours  brood. 

Then  have  I  heard  the  wind  with  slender  fingers 
Harping  strange  things  among  the  tossing  reeds, 

A  lordlier  music  than  the  old  blind  singers 
Made  of  Cuchulainn  and  his  mighty  deeds. 
And  heroes  this  faint  time  no  longer  heeds. 

A  wilder  glory  floods  the  creeping  water 

Than  fell  from  torque  or  gorgelet  of  old  kings. 

And  all  the  beauty  of  the  harper's  daughter 

Glows  in  the  grey  eyes  of  some  girl  that  sings — 
Yet  Deirdre  has  been  dust  two  thousand  Springs. 

And  when  the  gentle  shepherd  Night comesbringing 
The  golden  stars  to  wander  in  the  sky, 

I  hear  the  heart  of  mother  Dana  singing 
Among  the  tumbled  rocks,  and  the  far  cry 
Of  hidden  wondrous  folk  that  never  die. 


TO  IRELAND. 


Could  I  waken  the  ancient  storms  and  fires  again 

I  would  chant  a  holy  war  for  you  in  song. 
I  would  clothe  my  music  in  wind  and  wave  and 
rain 

And  harvest  the  silences  to  swell  the  throng 
Of  your  dead  glories  wakening  near  and  far. 
Between  your  dark  hills  and  the  last  cold  star 
I  would  pour  your  ancient  songs  in  swelling  streams. 

And  with  the  solemn  sweetness  of  your  name 
Waken  the  gods  from  out  their  heavy  dreams 

And  light   their   agelong  sleeping   spears   with 
flame. 

My  soul  in  wonderful  vesture  was  arrayed, 
A  woven  garment  of  wind  and  dream  and  light, 

Washed  white  with  rains  through  veils  of  sunlight 
sprayed 
By  wings  of  your  dear  dead  in  earthly  flight. 

But  I  have  torn  it  on  a  thousand  thorns, 

And  all  my  days  the  phantom  battle-horns 


Cry  of  the  world's  old  useless  wars,  and  grey 
With  bitter  dust  I  hovered  in  their  stream, 

A  lonely  beggar  upon  a  lonely  way, 

A  crazy  dreamer  singing  an  outworn  dream. 

And  I  who  would  be  your  hero  and  your  god, 

And  make  the  winds  more  lovely  for  your  sake, 
And  lead  you  on  the  path  my  dream  has  trod. 

Seeking  your  crown  in  some  forgotten  lake. 
In  grass  at  dawn  where  the  dewy  people  run, 
Or  where  the  burning  towers  of  the  sun 
Crumble  to  ruin  on  the  hills, — O  Bride, 

Eire,  my  flame  !  my  home !  for  all  the  sharp 
And  bleeding  wounds  within  your  breast  and  side 

I  bring  you  only  love, — and  a  broken  harp. 


THE  PEASANT. 


On  this  sea-sodden  plot  of  earth  she  toiled 

While  the  proud  splendours  of  the  day  swept  by 
And  now  grotesque  and  darkling  still  she  stands 

In  twilight's  long  and  glittering  pageantry, 
Turning  with  ever-busy  wrinkled  hands 
The  fruitless  seed  of  hope.     No  power  defends 
Her  world  from  the  cold  ocean-heart  that  sends 
Gold  clouds  of  bitter  beauty  round  the  drear  place 
where  she  bends. 

Only  one  wisdom  knows  she.     This  world  ends, 

After  long  labouring  in  a  narrow  place 
Made  bitter  with  the  steely  surf  of  woe. 

The  Church's  Lord  is  hers,  but  that  poor  face 
Is  never  lifted  to  His  flames  below. 
She  may  not  know  that  direful  God  has  planned 
Heaven  burning  on  the  earth,  or  understand 
That  Hell's  thick  clouds  hang  here  and  now  heavy 
upon  the  land. 
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She  heeds  not  the  strange  chantings  on  the  strand; 

The  coloured  ocean-empires;  the  long  sigh, 
Fallen   from  the  wild  moon  wreathed  in  summer- 
dreams  ; 

The  fair  fierce  flowerage  of  the  evening  sky, 
Wraiths  of  the  dead  sun's  passion,  and  as  it  seems 
Of  sun  on  sun,  and  deeper-hearted  light 
Than  ever  rained  from  star,  or  at  midnight 
Flashed  terrible  sweet  visions  on  some  anguished 
poet's  sight. 

Cruel,  cruel  it  is  !  O  cruel  !  cruelly  bright, 

Earthward  the  tattered  outline  of  her  form 
Is  flung  out  of  the  beaut}-  and  the  blaze. 

Meeter  it  were  if  the  cold  hair  of  some  storm 
Were  swept  about  her  in  grey  driven  haze. 
The  careless  glories  of  the  skies  and  seas 
Pour  round  her  all  their  sumptuous  wizardries. 
Wild  glamours  of  hot  drowsy  light,  and  demon 
minstrelsies. 

Yet  well  I  know  thee  greater  than  all  these, 
Blind  labourer  of  the  dark  unyielding  soil. 
A  giant  shape  towers  behind  thee  in  the  flare 
With  hands  cleansed  from  the  stain  of  earthly 
toil 
And  lovely  body  washed  in  jewelled  air 
Sprayed    through    the   distance   by   the   whirring 
wings 


Of  the  great  lord  of  living  light  who  swings 
His  lamp  before   the  unseen    Throne,  and  down 
through  terrene  things. 

Thy  disincarnate  soul  is  this  that  sings 

The  long  sea-rhythms  of  its  own  beauty.     There 

Constant  art  thou  with  all  things  fair  and  proud, 
All  the  sky's  glory  tangled  in  thy  hair. 

O  rugged  heart,  O  body  seared  and  bowed. 

And  creeping  on  the  earth,  even  thou  art  one 

With  the  All-light  in  calm  oblivion 

Of  the  old  stars'  long-smouldering  fires  and  setting 
of  the  sun. 


lO 


BY  A    FAERY   LOUGH. 


The  dark  whin-bushes  bend  with  faery  dew, 
And  in  the  reeds  the  old  grey  heron  flies 

And  quarrels  with  the  wind  that  laughing  blew 
Her  brittle  world  to  shreds.     Far  unknown  cries 

And  shrill  horn-music  piercing  the  thin  rain 

Shed  a  vague  tumult  over  heart  and  brain. 

There  is  a  brooding  terror  on  this  place, 
And  yet  some  loveliness  is  hidden  here 

That  draws  my  heart  more  than  your  pale  proud 
face 
Bent  low  above  the  peats.     This  cloudy  fear 

Is  a  blown  veil  half-covering  the  eyes 

Of  some  dread  beauty  that  sleeps  but  never  dies. 

I  must  go  hence  if  ever  I'd  be  freed 

From  old  earth-magic  and  the  perilous  word 

In  murmur  of  May-winds  through  rush  and  reed, 
In  cool  lake-lips,  and  scream  of  crazy  bird, 

And  from  strange  lights  that  hovering  on  the  wind 

Shrivel  Love's  heart  and  burn  his  eyelids  blind. 

II 


A  POET'S  IMMORTALITY. 

Children  of  deeper-hearted  times  than  these  may 
hold 
My   songs   of  less   account   than   wind-whirled 
smoke, 
Deeming  that  hearths  and  hearts  of  men  were  no 
less  cold 
When  my  cracked  music  in  the  grey  dawn  broke, 
That  this  dull  heavy-winged  soul  must  ever  brood 
Far  from  the  proud  immortal  brotherhood. 

They  will  not  know  a  few  poor  songs  of  mine  have 
crept 
Within  the  door-way  of  a  woman's  heart, 
And   while   they  whispered   there  her  eyes   have 
ofttimes  wept 
Because  her  beauty  made  proud  flames  to  dart 
Through  one  man's  inmost  sanctuary  of  dreams, 

and  he 
In  her  warm  tears  found  immortality. 
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TO    EIRE. 

I  HAVE  made  songs  in  praise  of  mortal  women 

In  all  the  counties  of  the  windy  west ; 
And  seen  grey  tears  and  starry  glories  dimming 
The    passionate    eyes   and   shaking   the   white 
breast, 
Because  my  dream  ot  them  has  power  to  drown  the 

light  of  common  things 
And  round  their  hearts  some  hero-splendour  flings. 

But  when  in  some  far  night  of  stars  or  thunder 
The  little  passions  of  my  heart  lie  still 

And  the  soul  is  opening  wide  her  eyes  of  wonder, 
I  will  stand  proudly  on  my  life's  last  hill, 

And  then  at  last  will   dare  to  praise  my  country 
with  that  holier  song 

Her  saints  are  chanting  through  the  angelic  throng. 
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IN  GALWAY  BAY. 

God's  tender  hands  lean  down  from  Heaven 

Along  these  holy  seas, 
The  ships  of  Peace  drift  slowly  in 
When  daylight  fails  and  stars  begin 
To  blink  along  the  windless  wave, 
Like  jewelled  roads  to  God  they  pave, 
Ere  dusk's  dim  veils  are  softly  riven, 

These  holy  seas. 

A  sense  of  death  undimmed  by  fear 

Enfolds  these  holy  seas. 
The  hush  of  love  when  passion  dies, 
The  hush  of  pain  when  memory  flies 
Along  the  twilight  sands  of  sleep 
The  hush  of  night  that  may  not  weep 
Lies  breathless  there,  for  God  dreams  near 

These  holy  seas. 

Our  Lady  walks  by  the  western  shore 

That  girds  these  holy  seas, 
And  through  pale  mists  of  foam  and  star 
Her  prayers  float  up  to  God  afar. 
The  eternal  Mother-arms  are  wound 
About  our  pain  until  the  sound 
Of  falling  tear-drops  fret  no  more, 

These  holy  seas. 
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TO  THE  BELOVED. 

O  LAY  your  little  hands  upon  my  hands ; 
Let  twining  fingers  soft  as  reeds  that  sway 
O'er  lone  lake-water  through  a  summer  day 
Creep  o'er  my  sense,  as  in  the  noonday  heat 
The  wraith  of  God  steals  over  human  lands. 
Touch  me  and  veil  me  from  bowed  head  to  feet 
With  spiritual  vesture  terrible  and  sweet. 

O  let  your  eyes  rest  lon^  upon  mine  eyes; 

Within  the  wreathing  circle  of  their  shade 

Pale  moons  of  tenderness  arise  and  fade 

To  tenfold  gentler  loveliness  of  night ; 

And  solemn  star-light  trembles  there  and  dies, 

Revealing  deeper  wells  where  mirrored  light 

Of  God's  wings  fleck  the  waters  gold  and  white. 

0  let  your  cool  white  breast  throb  on  my  breast ; 

1  hear  the  whispers  of  your  life-beats  pass, 
Until  I  dream  them  sounds  of  falling  stars 
Within  the  hour-glass  of  the  midnight  sea  ; 

And  through  Time'sdrifting  dusky  foam-light, rest — 

And  lily-petals  of  your  purity 

Drop  from  the  heaven  of  your  heart  to  me. 
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Press  with  your  lips  my  singing  lips  and  make 
My  music  a  dream-threshold  whence  may  flow 
Your  hearth-light  beauty  warm  across  the  snow 
Of  this  world's  pain  ;  within  your  holy  breath 
Some  echo  let  me  hear  as  those  that  break 
The  silence  of  the  sleepy  wave  of  death 
With  comfort  to  the  pilgrim  souls  beneath. 

O  mingle  your  pure  being  into  mine 

And  let  us  seek  the  cradling  hills'  recesses, 

Where  God's  dark  hand  with  twilight  dispossesses 

The  day  of  his  brief  power ;  mysteriously 

Woven  into  the  dusk  by  hands  divine, 

Shall  body  and  spirit  shine  at  one  with  thee. 

Our  Lady  Star  of  this  world's  troubled  Sea. 
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THE   GLEN   OF   STARRY    PEACE. 

This  land  is  beautiful  and  yet  more  strange 
Than  fair  ;  for  sharp  alternate  night  and  day 

Creep  by  unheeded,  and  the  winds  of  change 
Beat  all  their  wild  destroying  fires  along  some 
other  way. 

There  is  a  tenderness  behind  the  storms, 

Grey  quiet  beneath  the  sea's  old  noisy  stream, 

The  hills  are  vague  with  mist  and  sleepy  forms, 
And  starry  midnight  whispers   "  Peace  "  !   and 
mid-day  answers  "  Dream  "  ! 

Over  the  floor  of  heaven  the  Blessed  move 
And  darken  the  day-candles  one  by  one  ; 

The  night  of  God  is  glowing  with  His  love, 

And  all  the  stars  are  ours  alone  till  their  pale 
course  is  run. 

This  is  the  end  of  the  old  troublous  earth, 

The  door  of  the  sea,  the  outer  court  of  heaven  ; 

In  this  old  peace  the  pondering  soul  gives  birth 
To  august  dreams  that  chanting    float  beyond 
the  starry  seven. 

For  this  is  holy  land.     Within  this  glen 

The  naked  feet  of  brooding  saints  have  trod, 

In  the  great  starry  eyes  the  souls  of  men 

Behold  their  deathless  eyes  and  murmur — "Here 
is  peace — and  God." 
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SONNET. 


{To  a  foreign  Singer.) 

O  UNKNOWN  elder  brother  across  the  sea, 
Thou  singest  and  magic  summers  linger  long, 
And  lotus-light  upon  the  stream  of  song 

Reveals  thy  dream-land's  delicate  symmetry; 

There  soft-eyed  ghosts  made  drunken  with  the  wine 
Of  visionary  pain  and  beauty  throng 
The  twilight  gardens  of  Romance  among 

Low-sighing  leaves  and  fountains  crystalline. 

Brother,  our  harpings  mingle  across  the  flood, 
Though  mine  are  tuned  to  darker  mystery"* 

And  shaken  by  wandering  winds  from  faery-land 

That  fill  my  veins  with  fluttering  faery-blood. 
Yet  one  our  dawn  ;  in  some  old  phantasy 

We  sang  and  dreamed  together  hand  in  hand. 


i8 


THE  MUSIC  OF  MAN. 

Men  tell  of  one  in  ancient  years, 
Who  wandering  in  grove  and  mart, 
Heard  as  though  housed  with  gods  apart, 

The  stately  music  of  the  spheres 
Whisper  about  his  heart. 

I  too  in  this  deep  breathless  hour, 
Whose  alchemy  has  poured  the  gold 
Of  Spring  along  the  heavy  mould, 

Soar  sunward  by  the  same  song's  power 
That  swayed  his  mind  of  old. 

O  ancient  seer  whose  lovelier  days 
Died  down  in  beauty  long  ago, 
Whose  storied  hours  yet  richly  glow 

Wistful  and  tender  in  the  haze 
Of  all  our  dim  and  woe. 

Didst  thou  too  hear  as  I  hear  now 

In  the  fair  awful  harmony 

Of  suns  and  moons  blown  down  the  sky, 
Of  stars  that  with  soft  thunders  flow 

And  waves  that  drowse  and  sigh — 

19 


One  discord  clanging  dull  and  strange, 
Fretting  the  music's  solemn  dance  ? 
Or  did  those  dead  men's  lips  perchance 

In  all  their  crying  over  change 
Make  no  such  dissonance  ? 

I  pray  to  him,  who  far  above 

Moves  in  the  middle  song,  to  send 
Some  token  of  the  latter  end. 

Ah,  jangled  tones  of  human  love, 
When  shall  your  tumults  blend? 


¥■ 
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A  QUIET  LANDSCAPE. 


Faintly  blue  the  October  day 

Fades  in  smoky  light, 
Along  the  quiet  untroubled  hills 

Along  the  mist-hung  darkening  boughs, 
Over  the  glowing  window-sills 

Of  many  a  creeper-mantled  house 
In  this  drowsiest  of  towns, 
With  their  store  of  opiate  crowns 

Move  the  hands  of  night. 

And  very  gently  on  the  floor 

Of  my  heart's  dancing  hall 
Dream  people  move  :  the  open  door 

Lets  in  no  echoed  word  or  sound 
Of  nature's  manifold  whisperings. 

Far  down  the  woody  aisles  resound 
The  beatings  of  her  heart  alone, 
A  deeply  throbbing  monotone 

With  solemn  rise  and  fall. 
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And  yet  perchance  though  no  swift  tune 

Nor  wind-blown  music  from  the  sea 
Pants  through  the  autumn  afternoon, 

Low-pillowed  on  the  waves  of  lush 
Still  meadow-land  that  wind  and  creep 

Through  mile  on  mile  of  ordered  hush 
My  dreams  this  night  may  fall  asleep 
Mid  the  life-music  of  the  earth 
A  little  nearer  to  the  birth 

Of  song's  divinity. 
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ON    THE    STRAND. 


In  that  still  hour  when  day's  bright  empires  die 
I  heard  the  old  men  talking  by  the  shore, 

Their  voices  quavered  like  the  curlew's  cry, 

Their  eyes  were  misted  like  the  sea's  grey  floor. 

They  sighed  of  mighty  deeds  they  dreamed  to  do, 
To  dry  the  thousand  griefs  from  Eire's  eyes, 

Before  the  sleepy-scented  flowers  grew 
Upon  the  road-way  of  their  great  emprise. 

And  while  they  spake  a  wind  fled  down  the  strand, 

Driving  before  its  cruel  silver  feet 
A  hissing  multitude  of  dust  and  sand, 

That  round  about  their  withered  bodies  beat. 

And  then  one,  pointing  a  crooked  finger,  said 
"  Thus  is  man's  heart  and  thus  his  high  intent, 

Blown  idly  twixt  the  cradle  and  the  dead," 

And  on  their  knees  their  weeping  heads  were 
bent. 
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THE  VALLEY  OF  THE  BELLS. 


I  SAW  a  valley  underneath  the  moon 

Walled  in  by  sombre  ghosts  of  rocky  hills. 

With  huge  dead  jewels  the  grey  grass  was  strewn, 

A  shadowy  glory  that  the  plenilune 

Woke  to  no  answering  radiance  ;  no  rills 

Splashed  in  the  darkness,  there  no  flowers  grew, 

No  soft  rains  fell,  nor  gentleness  of  dew. 


Through  the  long  night  the  cold  sound  of  great 
bells 
Clanged  out  and  jangled,  echoing  overhead, 

Dull  brazen  clappers  in  the  earth's  deep  wells, 
Swayed  by  the  iron  breath  of  winds  that  fled 
Through  metal-sculptured  temples  of  the  dead 

Demoniac  gods  that  rule  beneath  the  ground. 

The  pale  moon's  disc  seemed  shaken  by  the  sound. 

And  heavily  through  the  night's  torn  canopies 

A  dumb  host  moved  with  guttering  torches'  flare. 
No  tears  were  shed,  but  drowsy  mournful  eyes 
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Brooded  upon  the  ground  with  mild  surprise, 

As  little  children  gaze  on  great  despair. 
The  crashing  of  the  gems  beneath  their  tread 
Was  mingled  with  the  bells'  strange  song  of  dread. 

They  bear  down  the  cold  valley,  still  and  grey, 
Some  perished  loveliness  for  whom  old  years 

Poured  out  these  poor  dead  jewels  on  the  way, 
These  desert  stones  that  once  were  passionate 

tears 
Wept  in  lost  Springs  for  lost  loves  and  lost  fears. 

No  tears  fall  now — no  funeral  chanting  swells. 

Only  the  broken  thunder  of  the  bells. 


as 


THE  PROUD  HARPER. 

The  masters  of  the  four  winds  of  the  world 
Plunder  the  seas  around  the  shores  of  Eire, 

And  from  their  wasted  treasuries  are  hurled 
Pale  harps  of  foam  by  hands  that  never  weary. 

They  hang  them  high  between  the  listless  sky 
And  the  ploughed  battle-ridges  of  the  ocean  ; 

Through  the  bright  strings  ancestral  sorrows  fly, 
Old   tearful    shapes,    grey    tumults   in  strange 
motion. 

They  moan  again  the  songs  that  through  hot  lights 
Of   old   war   throbbed,   or    lulled   to   dreamful 
slumber, 

The  sun's  old  chant  on  everlasting  heights, 

Fierce  ranns  of  love  and  anger  without  number. 

And  I  their  human  child  that  stands  apart 

From    this    new    boastful   age   smile   proudly, 
knowing 

The  shadow  of  their  song  lies  on  my  heart 

And  trembles  down  the  reed  my  lips  are  blowing. 

26 


THE  EMIGRANTS 

I  CLASPED  their  hands  although  I  knew  them  not, 
And  my  heart  through  a  tender  mist  of  tears 
Sang  softly  at  the  shattered  doors  of  theirs 
In  that  dark  hour.     What  matter  if  the  years 

Divide  us,  and  this  even  be  forgot  ? 

O  unknown  brother  and  sister,  Ireland  gave 
Me  also  too  much  love,  too  sweet  a  dream, 
And  too  great  magic  of  song;  the  fainting  gleam 
On  those  poor  hills  of  home  to  me  too  seem 

The  heights  of  heaven  drowning  in  the  wave. 
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ON    PIPE-MUSIC  HEARD  IN    A 
LONDON    STREET. 

{A  Race-memory.) 

What  aged  war  wouldst  thou  awake  in  me, 

Thou  subtle  world-old  bitter  Celtic  voice  ? 
Thy  sombre  dance  and  harshness  as  of  the  sea 
Leap  in  my  blood.     Some  sleeping  memory 
Mutters  a  sullen  music,  answering  thee. 
Old  savage  dreams  within  my  brain  rejoice. 

What  wouldst   thou    here,   thou   strange   uneasy 
sound 
Wailing  between  the  house-tops  and  the  sky  ? 
Am  I  to  seek  mine  ancient  burial-mound? 
And  standing  there  with  long-lost  glory  crowned, 
While   my    dead    enemies   mumble   through   the 
ground. 
What  new  foe  wouldst  thou  have  my  soul  defy  ? 
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A    COUNTRY    SONG. 

My  curse  upon  the  hard  ways  of  the  time 

That  keep  my  little  blossom  from  my  road ; 
Full  seven  long  townlands  reckon  it  a  crime 
If  I  should  make  for  her  some  homely  rhyme 

Or  ease  her  of  some  weary  country  load. 
I  hear  the  women  whispering  as  I  pass 
That  I  am  "  duine-uasal  "*  and  she  a  homespun 
lass. 

Surely,  my  childeen,  I  must  take  it  ill. 

When  every  Sunday  from  my  door  I  see 
In  each  quiet  hollow  between  hill  and  hill 
Some  lad  and  colleen  sitting  close  and  still, 

That  grief  alone  may  keep  me  company, 
While  the  long  gleams  float  down  the  glen  and 

pass, 
For  I  am  '*  duine-uasal  "  and  you  a  homespun  lass. 

Ah  would  to  God  that  she  and  I  might  creep 
Down  to  the  mists  about  the  dusky  strand, 
And  find  some  secret  island  in  the  deep 
Where  I  could  kiss  my  little  one  to  sleep 

And  cover  her  long  lashes  with  my  hand, 
Lest  the  white  moon  should  see  her  in  the  grass 
And  whisper  of  old  sorrow  to  the  timid  homespun 
lass. 

*  The  usual  Gaelic  term  for  a  person  belonging  to  the  upper 
classes. 
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THE  ARAN  ISLANDS. 

The  Aran  Isles  in  ocean's  arms  lie  low 

In  stony  sleep,  their  crumbling  agelong  piles 

Feed  death  with  dreams,  no  summer-spirits  know 
The  Aran  Isles. 

No  careless  mood  of  the  gay  old  sun  beguiles 

The  shades  that  wander  there  like  midnight  snow, 
The  endless  grey  sea-sorrow  and  murmuring  miles, 

The  windy  riders  trampling  the  waves  that  flow 
From  the  sombre  west ;  yet  sometimes  still  the 
smiles 

Of  elder  gods  must  lighten  as  long  ago 
The  Aran  Isles. 
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BEHIND  THE  WIND. 


I  WILL  go  east  and  west  through  bog  and  hill 

Until  I  learn  the  secret  of  the  wind. 
All  night  those  crowding  aged  mysteries  fill 

My  heart,  and  I'll  not  rest  until  I  find 
Some  old  dull  wretch  crouching  beneath  a  thorn 

With  bleared  eyes  blinking  at  the  rain,  and  ears 
Housing  the  mighty  songs  of  dusk  and  morn. 

We  twain  will  talk  as  kings  talk.     The  grey  fears 
Blown  from  the  sea  at  dusk  shall  round  us  stand 

Revealed  and  naked,  and  the  awful  forms 
Of  primal  beauty,  that  the  whirling  sand 

Darkens    from   darkened  eyes,  shall  cleave  the 
storms 
And  pass  before  us,  whispering  all  they  knew 
Before  the  first  star  gleamed  or  the  wind  blew. 
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FINTAN,    THE   SPIRIT  OF    IRISH 

SONG.* 

I  AM  Fintan,  the  eternal  spirit  of  song  ; 

Time  and  the  stars  are  laden  with  my  breath ; 
I  ebb  and  flow  with  the  old  sea's  grey  throng ; 

I  change  and  change  but  never  find  my  death. 

I  saw  the  Silver  Age  of  Foolishness, 

Partholon's  host  with  brains  and  hearts  of  straw^ 
Pale  vagrant  souls  that  heeded  wisdom  less 

Than  tusked  swine  or  kite  with  ravening  claw. 

Proud  was  my  voice  amid  the  song  of  spears 
When  Nemed's  might  withered  to  its  last  hour, 

Chanting  the  ghostly  hymn  of  future  years 

Above    the    dust    and   blood   round   Conann's 
tower. 

*  Note. — The  mythological  figure  of  Fintan  and  its  counterparts 
are  a  foundation  for  the  belief  that  the  idea  of  metempsj'chosis 
was  prevalent  among  the  early  Celts.  Fintan  is  said  to  have 
lived  in  Ireland  through  various  animal  and  human  incarnations 
from  the  time  of  the  Flood  until  the  reign  of  Diarmait  MacCerbaill 
(sixth  century  a.d.).  The  other  names  in  the  poem  refer  to  the 
successive  mythological  invasions  of  Ireland.  The  identification 
of  Fintan  with  the  "  spirit  of  song  "  is  fanciful. 
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Then  came  the  Danaan  children  mist-enwreathed ; 

In  the  Fomorian  dusk  their  slogan  rang, 
Along  Moytura's  war-whirled  plain  I  breathed, 

And  through  those  golden  bodies'  fire  I  sang. 

And  in  that  great  last  day  when  Heber's  race 
Strove  with  the   gods   and   broke   their   magic 
swords, 

A  harp  of  stars  I  lifted  in  that  place 

And  down  the  winds  I  smote  victorious  chords. 

Through  desperate  past  and  desolate  present  times 
A  thousand  phantom  lips  of  wave  and  wind 

Have  shaken  out  my  wise  and  passionate  rhymes 
On  Eire's  sorrow  ages  out  of  mind. 

And  now  that  time  is  grey  with  falling  leaves 
And  the  long  twilight  hurries  into  night, 

Amid  my  country's  ruined  harvest-sheaves 

I  sing  my  memories  through  the  fainting  light. 
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THE  SHIPS. 

I  HAVE  pierced  the  wide  blue  waters  of  Romance 
With  carven  prows  of  quaint  and  lovely  forms. 
Through  summered  ages  I  have  watched  the  dance 
Of  starry  sprays  blown  up  by  night  to  glance 

Among  my  silken  sails  in  shining  storms. 
I  sailed  toward  the  sun  in  that  slow  swell, 
Like  him  of  whom  the  sad-eyed  harpers  tell. 

And  I  have  followed  every  wind  that  sings 
Over  the  floor  of  those  enchanted  seas, 

And  gazed  on  glorious  and  awful  things 

Hidden  among  their  endless  murmurings, 
And  shadowings  of  mighty  mysteries. 

But  in  that  dream  of  wind  and  wave  and  fire 

I  never  found  the  land  of  my  desire. 

Out  of  that  beautiful  and  treacherous  west 

I  will  call  home  my  fragile  fleet  of  dreams, 
Nor  seek  again  those  vain  Isles  of  the  Blest, 
Nor  heed  again  the  phantom  sun's  behest 

Nor  sea-allurement  in  his  last  red  gleams. 
With  swords  and  spears  agleam  about  their  sides 
I  will  launch  out  new  ships  upon  new  tides. 
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THE  ORPHEUS  SERIES 

This  series  of  booklets  (in  prose  and  verse)  is 
issued  in  connection  with  "  Orpheus,"  a 
Quarterly  Magazine  of  Mystical  Art,  of  which 
eight  numbers  have  now  appeared.  The  Maga- 
zine is  illustrated  and  costs  4s.  6d.  a  year  (post 
free).  It  contains  the  work  of  a  few  artists 
who  desire  to  give  their  production  an  atmo- 
sphere more  spiritual  than  that  which  is 
characteristic  of  the  present  age,  and  of  most 
contemporary  art. 

Of  the  Orpheus  Series  the  present  booklet 
is  the  second  number,  and  a  few  of  the  poems 
contained  in  it  have  already  appeared  in 
"Orpheus."  The  first  number  of  the  series  was 
entitled  The  Hero  in  Man,  and  was  the  work  of 
the  well-known  Irish  visionary  who  writes 
under  the  pseudonym  "  A.  E."  It  contains 
three  reveries  in  prose,  and  is  both  lofty  in 
thought  and  beautiful  in  phrase.  A  few  copies 
are  still  obtainable  at  6d.  each  (in  paper 
covers)  and  15.  (in  cloth). 
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